TRAVEL-DIARY
But the memorandum wasn't altogether a success. T, Y.
Liu was offended. Nothing, he protested, would induce
him to forget his 6Chinese Duty' of accompanying Auden
and myself, if necessary, into the jaws of death. A. W. Kao
was catty. (He still continued, despite our protests, to
address Fleming as 6Mr. Framing' and myself as 6Mr.
Isherman'—which, for some obscure psychological rea-
son, annoyed me enormously.) Ching was in frank des-
pair. He claimed that he had a weak heart, and ought
never to have come, but he wouldn't agree to travel more
slowly than the rest of us. Perhaps he feared that the
news of his failure would somehow reach Hankow. Only
Shien, as ever, remained placid and cheerful. He was the
youngest member of the party, and had a gay, charming
disposition. He spoke very little but giggled quietly to
himself.
Our camp-beds were left behind in the car at Tien-mu-
shan. Tonight we had to sleep on planks. Auden and I
soon settled down uncomfortably enough, but, for Flem-
ing, the day wasn't over. Opening his typewriter, he
started work on a long dispatch. We fell asleep to the tire-
less rattle of the keys.
The first light woke us, striking down into the court-
yard round which we were sleeping. Somewhere in the
woods behind the temple a bird mockingly repeated four
distinct notes. Auden said that they meant ^All men are
fools.' He was still feeling tired and unwell.
Fleming (whom we now addressed, with the brand of
humour only permissible on walking-tours, as 'Frame-Up')
had taken Ching aside for a short but firm talk. He now
announced to us all: 6Mr. Ching has been very heroically
concealing a weak heart. I have persuaded him, much
against his will, to return to Tien-mu-shan. We all sympa-
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